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To be a soldier straight and trim, 
And wear a natty cap, 

A weapon hanging at my belt, 
And golden shoulder strap, 

I sometimes dream; but then I think: 

“Td not hurt any one; 

How useless it would look of me 
To wear a sword or gun.” 

Then, too, policemen I might meet 
Might look me up and down, 

; And say if I must dress like that, 

I'd have to leave the town. 


2 And then I'm sure I'd rather play 

#1 On some good baseball team, 

7 And bat a dozen straight home runs 
*% And hear the people scream. 
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And I have thought I'd like to be 
A nabob of Ceylon, 

And have a herd of elephants 
To mount my servants on. 

I'd like to wear a princely crown, 
And see my courtiers kneel; 

And then I wonder if I'd like 
The way a crown would feel. 

I say: “I like my old straw hat, 
My rough-and-tumble play; 

An elephant would need much food, 
Ceylon is far away.” 

And then I know I'd rather be 
Just Daddy's boy at night 

And hear him read the daily news, 
While we sit by the light. 
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And there are times I'd like to be ia 
The captain of a crew, 


Or own a host of dancing yachts, 
A brigantine or two. 

I'd sail upon the crested wave, 
Give other ships a hail; 

I'd chase the porpoises in play, . 
And make friends with a whale. — 

But then IJ think: “The sea is deep, ’ 
Five miles they say, or more, 

And it's too far to either bank 
For me to wade to shore. 

I'm sure the pond beyond the hill 
Is large enough for me; 

I'd rather go in swimming there 


Than sail the mighty sea.” 
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At other times my earthly joy 


Would be full and complete 
If I could be an Arab bold 
And ride a charger fleet. 
And then I think: “Those desert winds 
Would drive those deserts sands 
Until they matted in my hair 
And caked upon my hands.” 
And with that comes the memory 
Of how my sister, Sue, 
When I've been playing in the mud, 
Plies soap and scrub brush, too. 
I think: “Now, Sue would follow me, 
With soap and brush and comb.” 
And when I think of what that means, 
I'd rather stay at home. 
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One time I thought that I should like 
To be a mandarin, 

And wear a button on my hat, 
And whiskers on my chin. 

Then came the thought: “I do not know 
The Chinese name for bread; 

How mashed potatoes, gravy, beans, 
And other words are said. 

I could not ask for jelly roll, 
Or any other sweet; 

In fact, I do not know what food 
A mandarin would eat.” 

I thought of Mother's cooky jar 
Upon the pantry shelf; 

Then I was very sure that I 


Should rather be myself. 
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Sometimes I've wished that I might be 
The chieftain of a tribe, 

With haughty looks and eyes so stern 
No language could describe. 

I'd dress myself in dazzling robes 
And blazing jewels wear; 

When other chieftains came my way, 
I'd chill them with a stare. 

But when I woke one stormy night, 
My eldest brother said, 


“Tim, if you'd rather sleep with me, 


Come get into my bed, 
I thought: “I'd rather be myself, 
With such a friend about, 


Than be the chief of thirty tribes 
And leave this brother out.” 
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Eliza L. 


A KIND GIANT 
Chapter 


It is a strange thing that giants in the old fairy tales were cross, 
because, as a matter of fact, giants are good-natured and kind. One of 
the kindest of them all was Voel, who dwelt in the mountains, and, 
often invisible, walked through the city. His delight was not in the 
slaughter of children, or in doing cruel deeds. No angry frown dark- 
ened his forehead. A smile illumined his face, and although he had 
dwelt for centuries in the mountains, his countenance was so radiant 
and sunny that he seemed always young. When he walked, the earth 
did not shake or tremble at his vast strides; but the flowers seemed 
to blossom more profusely where he had trod, and the trees seemed 
to take on a more luxuriant foliage when he passed by. 

Nobody shunned him. Mothers felt at ease in letting their children 
play among his vales, for they knew that the children were safe in his 
presence. Little children were joyful when he was near. 

One bright youngster, just learning to spell words of one syllable, 
was so interested in his study that he liked to play anagrams with his 
mother. The child discovered that the letters in the giant’s name could 
be transposed to spell the word “love.” After that the giant became 
known among the little folks as the “Love Giant.” 

Many sought him in their troubles, for he was big and powerful. 
He rejoiced in his might, because he could help those who needed him. 
Whenever he perceived that some one was approaching, his words were 
not, 

Fe, fi, fo, fum, 
I smell the blood of an Englishman; 
but, 


Man or woman, youth or maid, 
Here comes one whom I can aid. 


THE 
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In the neighborhood dwelt an elderly woman, named Mrs. 
Barney. Her house was spick and span, for nobody lived there but 
herself, and nothing was ever disturbed. She had no children to make 
a clutter, for she did not like children, and did not want them there. 


“Get right out of my yard. You will ruin my lawn.” 


Sometimes the children, passing her house on their way to school, 
stopped to pick up the horse-chestnuts that lay under the huge tree in 
her yard; but she always was watching them, and she would run to 
the door and say: 

“Get right out of my yard. You will ruin my lawn.” 

The little children were afraid of her, but the big boys kept on 
gathering the horse-chestnuts. Sometimes they threw them at her, and 
pelted her house with them. 

In her back yard grew a beautiful pear tree, but she had little 
of the fruit herself—not that she was generous and carried it to her 
neighbors, or gave it to children who had no fruit trees in their own 
yards; but some of the big boys stole it before it ripened. 

Although she saw the boys, sometimes, and scolded them, she 
never could catch them, because they were more spry than she. She 
threatened to buy the crossest dog that she could find, to scare them 
away, but she felt that a dog would be worse than the boys. 
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Beautiful flowers grew in her yard. They were never quite so 
large as they were in Mrs. Pottle’s yard, next door; but Mrs. Pottle 
loved to give flowers away. She picked them till it seemed that there 
could be no blossoms left, but the next morning the flowerbeds were 
bright again with bloom; flowers like to be picked. 

Mrs. Pottle gave away eggs, too. “They are so nice and fresh, 
I want you to have them,” she would say. 

But Mrs. Barney would not even sell eggs. Perhaps her hens did 
not lay so well as Mrs. Pottle’s did, for the boys bothered her and 
prevented her caring for her hens as she desired to care for them. They 
stole into her yard after dark and opened the henhouse door. In the 
morning she found the chickens on her lawn and her walks, and 
scratching in her flowerbeds. She was forced to buy a padlock for the 
henhouse door. 


Evening after evening, Mrs. Barney sat alone in her house. Often 


She must seek Voel, the giant of the mountains. 


the bell rang. Sometimes on going to the door and opening it, she 
would find a bag hanging on the knob; the bag would burst and scatter 
sand and pebbles over the veranda and the hall floor, and she must 
sweep up the dirt. Sometimes decayed fruit or vegetables hung there. 
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Finally, she gave up answering her doorbell, but she often missed 
callers by so doing. The boys found great pleasure, also, in playing 
ticktack on her windows. 

She was sorely troubled. The more she threatened and scolded 
the young people—those who were guilty and those who were not— 
the more they troubled her. In her perplexity, she could see but one 
remedy: She must seek Voel, the giant of the mountains. 

She shut the padlock on the henhouse door, looked to see that 
the windows were fastened, locked the door behind her, and putting 
her key in her little black bag, she sought Voel, in his haunt. 

When Voel perceived that she was approaching, he said: 


Man or woman, youth or maid, 
Here comes one whom I can aid. 


Mrs. Barney’s face was knotted and wrinkled and frowning, 
but when she beheld the cordial, cheery face of the giant, somehow 
her own countenance seemed to grow more placid. She felt that he 
was big enough and powerful enough to help her out of her troubles. 

“Of course I can help you,” the giant said. ‘“That is the easiest 
thing in the world, only you must do just as I tell you. Three things 
you must do, and as you do them you must repeat the magic words 
which I shall tell you. And always, when you see a boy or a girl, 
you must repeat the words that I shall give you; and your trouble 
will vanish as the snows in spring.” 


(To be concluded) 
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LUCY LEE DISCOVERS WHY WE 
SMILE 


CLARA May FLETCHER BAIRD 


Lucy Lee’s grandmother was visiting Lucy Lee and her family. 
Lucy Lee and her grandmother were very chummy. One evening 
Lucy Lee asked: “Grandmother, why do you smile so sweetly? Will 
I ever smile like you?” 

“Oh, yes,” answered her grandmother. “You and everybody can 
smile sweetly if you willingly do as you should.” 

The next day -Lucy Lee went to her pretend corner. She 
was going to try smiling as her grandmother did. Though she tried 
and tried and moved her lips ever so carefully, not a smile felt just 
right. 

Lucy Lee said aloud: “I will find out why Grandmother smiles 
so sweetly. I, too, will learn to smile.” 

She slipped down to the little brook. It was so busy on this day 
that it did not have time to talk. The wind in the willow tree was 
not saying a word. 

“T’ll sit here a minute,” said Lucy Lee. “I'll watch each thing and 
look all around to find out why Grandmother smiles so sweetly.” 

Lucy Lee sat down near a jack-in-the-pulpit. He was preaching 
a sermon. 

“Now,” said the little minister, nodding his head and looking 
seriously at his congregation of flowers and right at Lucy Lee, “‘smiles 
are given to us if we earn them. What you do willingly today will 
earn you smiles for tomorrow.” 

“Why, Jack-in-the-pulpit, what do you mean?” asked Lucy Lee. 
“T am trying now to find out why Grandmother smiles so sweetly.” 

“You shouldn’t interrupt my sermon,” said the minister. ‘The 
reason is this: 

“At night when you go to bed four fairies come to you when you 
are fast asleep. Though you do not know it, these fairies take you 
away to a beautiful land. It is just on the edge of Dreamland and south 
of where the sandman stays. ‘This is the land of the great red poppies, 
which stand in rows and rows. 

“These fairies will take you through the big gates and down 
through the rows of poppies to the biggest and reddest poppy of all. 

***Are you Lucy Lee?’ the big red poppy will ask. 
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“Then you will answer, “Yes, sir.” 

** “Are you careful to love and obey your parents >” 

“You should be able to say, “Yes, sir. ; 

“Lastly the big red poppy will call you again by your name and 
ask : ‘Lucy Lee, have you been willing to do whatever work you had to 
do on this day >” 

“Then, if it is true, you will give the answer, “Yes, sir.’ 

“The big red poppy then will nod to the rows and rows of 
poppies. The four fairies will start leading you away. If you have 
answered truthfully, as you pass through the rows of red poppies they 
will nod their heads and showers of smiles will fall upon you. 

“When you awake in the morning you will have all these lovely 
smiles tucked away in you to smile out through the day.” 

“Oh, thank you for telling me, Jack-in-the-pulpit, for telling me 
just what I wanted to know. But what if I should have to say, ‘No, 
sir,’ to the big red poppy’s questions >” 

“Then,” said Jack-in-the-pulpit, “‘as you go back through the rows 
of red poppies they all will sigh. When you awake the next morning 
you will not feel happy and you will be cross and discontented.” 

“T will try it out,” said Lucy Lee. “I must receive the red 
poppies’ smiles.” 

The rest of the day Lucy Lee kept very busy. To herself she 
was saying over and over: “I am so willing; I am so willing; I am so 
willing to do as I should.” 

The next morning at breakfast Father asked of the others: “Who 
is smiling the most sweetly this morning: Lucy Lee or Grandmother >” 

Lucy Lee smiled very sweetly and told the story that Jack-in-the- 
pulpit had told her. “‘It is really just being willing to do as we should 
that makes the sweetest smiles,” she said. 


PRAVER 


c_ANNA KF: STARRING— 


\+4 Accept, dear Lord, my simple prayer; 
its) Keep me in thy loving care; 

\y 1) Guard me in my sleep tonight, 

W IN) ; In health to greet the morning light. 


SZ: a =~ Teach my heart to worship thee, 
A> A loving, truthful child to be; 
And Father, Mother, to obey 


Through every minute of each day. 
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MYSTERY 


Blanche Sage Haseltine 


When I went in the yard today 
A chicken soft and yellow 

Ran peeping up to talk with me— 
A perky sort of fellow. 


I'd scarcely time to catch my breath, 


When seven more came running. 
I know they were not there last night, 


Those chicks so soft and cunning. 


Another thing is puzzling me: 
Can there have been a theft? 

I looked in Clucky’s nice straw nest, 
And not an egg is left. 
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SUMMER CLOTHES FOR BABY DOLL 


These May days are so fine that most of the Sunbeams are spend- 
ing their time after school and after dinner, in the open, shouting and 
running and playing. But there are more rainy days in May than most 
of us like to see, except when we stop to think that the showers are 
doing as much as the sunshine to bring forth more beauty from the earth 


for us to enjoy. On some of these rainy days let us busy ourselves with 
making some summer clothes for Baby Doll, and perhaps for some 
of her elder sisters also. We shall make a little dress and an underslip | 
for Frances Jane, whose picture we saw in March Wee Wisdom. 

This is to be a real sewing lesson, from the cutting of our own 
patterns to the sewing on of the snaps. We shall need a fine needle, 
a spool of about No. 70 cotton thread, thimble, scissors, three yards of 
narrow lace and about a yard of insertion to match, a small piece of 
nainsook for the underslip, and a piece of thin material for the dress. 
Perhaps you can find all these in Mother’s scrap bag. Cut the pat- 
terns before choosing the cloth; then lay the patterns on the cloth 
to see whether the pieces of material are large enough. 

First we shall cut a pattern for the underslip or “‘petti.” Get a 
piece of paper, and lay it over the front of your doll, then mark with 
a pencil around the neck, down the shoulders, around the arms, and 
down the sides, as long as is needed for the dress. Then fold the piece of 
paper in the middle so the pencil marks on the opposite sides are about 
even. Next cut all around the pencil marks of one side. Look at 
diagram | and see whether your pattern looks like it. We shall cut 
another pattern like this, and then shape it like the dotted lines of dia- 
gram 2, cutting out the armholes and making the neck very much lower 
for the “‘petti.”” Lay this doubled pattern on a straight fold or double 
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of the nainsook and cut out one for the front, then another for the 
back. Cut the back from the middle of the neck straight down for 
several inches for the placket, and make a tiny hem on each side, fold- 
ing one hem over the other at the bottom and tacking so that the gar- 
ment will not split when you are putting it on the dolly. See what little 
stitches you can make in all this work. 

Next we shall make the seams down the sides—French seams. 
To make French seams, baste the back and the front together with the 
right side out, and baste a seam on the shoulders and under the arms. 
Sew these seams as close to the edge as you can with tiny stitches, then 
pull out the bastings and turn on wrong side and sew the seams again. 
Be sure that this seam covers all the other seams or there will be a raw 
edge on the right side. Take the tiniest hem you can all around the 
neck and the armholes. Sew a small snap on the neck to fasten it. 

We shall finish the bottom of the slip with lace. To roll and 


whip the lace on is the nicest way ; that is, roll a little hem by moistening 


Frances Jane’s little dress and “‘petti.”” 


the thumb and rolling the cloth between the thumb and the middle fin- 
ger, whipping the lace on as you do this. There is an easier way that 
looks almost as pretty if you are careful to make the stitches close to- 
gether. Fold down a little of the goods only once all around. Hold 
the lace close to the goods over the first finger. Putting the needle 
under the folded part and into the edge of the lace, pull the thread 
through carefully, and it will draw the raw edge right under with it. 
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Diagram 4 will make this plainer for you. Make a seam where the 
lace joins, then turn the edge under with a needle and whip it down. 
Now that the slip is finished, we shall lay it away until the dress is 
ready, and press both at the same time. 

We shall make the pattern for the dress by the first pattern that 
we cut—diagram |. Lay it on a piece of paper and cut another like it, 


Diagram L Di agfam ad Diagram 9 


except that you must add the sleeves as indicated by the dotted lines 
shown in diagram 3, making them the right length for Baby Doll. Cut 
two pieces like this pattern, and make a placket in one piece like you 
made for the “‘petti.”” Cut the front right in two at the place where it 
was folded together and trim off about a quarter of an inch on each side. 
Make a tiny hem on each of these sides. 

Let us next put together our lace and our insertion. Cut a piece 
of insertion a little longer than the front pieces that you just now 
hemmed. Lay one end of the lace on one end of the insertion, and, 
with the lace, whip the two together. Then whip the lace on the 
other side of the insertion. With your fingers press the lace out flat, 
then baste where you seamed the lace and the insertion together, onto 
the very edges of the hems of the fronts, and try to sew them together 
without the stitches’ showing. Whip, as you did on the bottom of the 
““petti,”” a piece of the insertion in the shoulder seams, to join them, and 
a piece of the lace on the bottom of the sleeves. French seam the 
back and the front together, and make a nice hem in the bottom of the 
dress. Make a little hem around the neck and whip some lace on it 
or bind it with a bias piece of the goods. Perhaps you do not 
know how to bind. Take a narrow bias piece of the goods, sew 
in a tiny seam on the right side of the neck, holding the piece of 
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goods next to you but not letting it lie full. Turn down on the 
other side and whip it to the seam that you just now made, so 
that the stitches do not show on the right side. After you put the 


Diagram ‘t 


clasp on the neck you are ready to press both the 
little garments and dress Baby Doll in her cool new 
clothes. 

Suppose you ask Mother dear whether she did 
any better than you when she was a little girl. 
Perhaps she will tell you she did not have such 
a wonderful magazine as Wee Wisdom to learn 
from, but that her mother, your grandmother, 
taught her how to sew and to embroider and to 
make pretty things when she was little. And be- 
cause she learned and tried to do her work well, 
she can make all the pretty things for you that 
she is so often busy making. That mother of 
yours makes a very good example of what a Busy 


Sunbeam can become, does she not ? 


arptiet Putnam 


dandelion children 


Have on their nightgowns 


They left their yellow dresses 
In cupboards for the night, 


And quite forgot this morning 
To leave their dewy beds; 


white. 


So in their lacy nightgowns we 
They dream—the sleepy- 


heads! 
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Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (life and wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—All Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I am so happy to be with you in the Booster Club 
and I want to do all you say. My dear sister can see farther since you sent her 
that card. And Papa is so much happier, I think. I am so proud of my little 
book.—Ernest Andrew Reames. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI just love your stories and poems. I read them over 
and over again while I am waiting for the next Wee Wisdom to come. My 
father has been sick, so we all prayed, and he is feeling better now.—Catherine 
Macadam. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love everything in Wee Wisdom. You help me in 
many ways. You have taught me how to speak with God. Whenever I am ill 
I have no fear, for I know God will take care of me. My grandmother broke 
her arm and badly bruised her hip. I pray for her every night and now she can 
stand alone. God always answers my prayers.—Fva Bristol. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI never liked anything better to read than my Wee 
Wisdom. I told my mother I never want to let my subscription expire. I have 
always had good health, but every winter I would get hard colds and they would 
last a long time. Last winter by reading my Wee Wisdom I did not have a 
cold. It also helps me in many other ways.—Geraldine Coon. 
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Dear Secretary—lI was sick, so I said The Prayer of Faith; and then I felt 
a whole lot better—Ruby Massey. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I thank you for your prayers. I am getting along 
nicely in school and in my music. I was promoted into a higher grade, doing 
the work of three classes in one year. I give thanks to God and to Wee Wis- 
dom.—Dorothy Roebuck. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking Wee Wisdom for about two 
years. I believe in what it teaches. About a month ago my uncle lost his 
diamond ring. He was over at our house when he noticed the loss. The ring 
was not to be found. Every night after that I said The Prayer of Faith and 
prayed to find the ring. Ten days later it was found. I was very happy. 
—Robert Scott. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have received you for many months and have en- 
joyed you very much. I have lent you to many of my friends and they, too, have 
enjoyed you. Wee Wisdom seems like a friend. It brings me closer to God and 
to Jesus Christ. It makes me want to be pure, good, and truthful. My mother 
enjoys reading you and my little sister uses your memory verses in Sunday school. 
I am sixteen years old and am in high school, but, big as I am, I love you dearly. 
I was to play my violin at a recital. I have always felt very nervous at these re- 
citals and just before my number was announced something whispered to 
me to repeat The Prayer of Faith. I did repeat it, and when my turn came to 
play I was not a bit nervous or excited. God, through Wee Wisdom, helped me. 
Later I was told that I had played better than some of the advanced musicians. 
—Dorothy D. Hutchinson. 

Dear Unity—I am doing better in my music and in my school work. [| 
thank you for your kindness and for all you have done for me. I have every- 
thing that I need in my music and I know that it was all done through prayers. 
I am feeling better since I wrote to you.—Gladys Stanley. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—About a month ago I wrote you for prayers. You 
have helped me very much. I had a sore on my mouth and now it is all gone. 
I am getting along nicely in school.—Jla Herbst. 

Dear Christian Friends—Until I started taking Wee Wisdom I had trouble 
with one of my ears. It bothered me so much that I could hardly sleep at night. 
Now I sleep better than ever before and my ear does not bother me at all.—Ruth 
Carpenter. 

Dear Wees—I was so glad when mother subscribed for you. I take music 
lessons and I am doing fine. Whenever I can’t get my music lesson I say The 
Prayer of Faith. I say it every night and morning. It has helped me in many 
ways. I have a twin sister named Evely.—Ethlyn Dyer. 

Dear W ees—I like best the puzzle page, the poems, and Aunt Joy’s Nature 
Talks. I like all of the stories because they help me very much. My brother 
was sick and so was I, but I read Wee Wisdom to him and we got better. | 
wish Wee Wisdom would come every week. My sister likes to read Wee 
Wisdom, too.—Ruth E. Lawrence. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like all your lovely stories and poems so much that 
I can’t tell which I like most. You have helped me a great deal. E.very time 
— afraid I say The Prayer of Faith, and then I am not afraid.—Constance 

aw. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like Wee Wisdom very much. I especially like 
the Bible stories and “The Invisible Chief.’’ In school we had a hard problem 
in interest. I said The Prayer of Faith and I got the answer. I try to make 
radiant sunshine in the darkest corners of the world.—John Morton. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—I love all your stories, but best of all I like The 
Prayer of Faith, which helps me many times. The other day I lost my pocket- 
book with a silver dollar in it. I felt very sad over it, because it was a birthday 
gift. I kept repeating: “‘God is my help in every need.”” In the morning I called 
the railway company and found my pocketbook was waiting for me. Silent 
Unity made me well last summer when I was sick and I know God will keep 
me well and strong.—Madeline M. Spafford. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI thank you for praying for me. I am almost well 
now. I say The Prayer of Faith every night. It helps me in everything. The 
puzzle page is also very nice. I always look for its coming.-—Hazel Audsley. 

Dear Unity—I never, never could thank Mrs. B— enough for that won- 
derful Wee Wisdom. I think it is too good for words. I got a copy of it 
today. When Mother tells me that a Wee Wisdom has come, I run like wild 
horses to get it. I enjoy the stories ever so much. I say The Prayer of Faith 
twice every night. Today in a geography test I could not think whether Yoko- 
hama is in Japan or in China. I said The Prayer of Faith and something con- 
vinced me that it is in Japan. There is a Wee Wisdom magazine in the library 
at school.—Margaret Giles. 

Dear Unity—I was relieved soon after I sent my request for help. If I 
say ‘‘can’t,’’ I shall never be able to learn. ‘“‘I’ll try” are the only words to 
say.—Josephine Edwards. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—Mother was ill, so I gave her Wee Wisdom. I 
showed her The Prayer of Faith and told her to read it. She soon recovered. 
—Donald Scott. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I read Wee Wisdom every month. I could not 
get along without it. I know a little boy who has been very sick with pneumonia. 
I prayed that he would get better. He is now recovering rapidly.—Peggy 
Hardman. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I think you are the most wonderful book I have ever 
read. I love every page of you. We have very many hard tests at school and 
I find that when I say The Prayer of Faith I am bound to get the right answers. 
—Harriette Jones. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I simply must join your club of sunshine. Wee Wis- 
dom was given to me by a dear friend. I like it better than any other magazine 
I know. I say The Prayer of Faith every night when going to bed, and I am 
sure it has helped me in school. I composed the following poem: 


THIS WORLD IS WHAT WE MAKE IT 

Every night, when I go to bed, 
I fold my hands and lower my head 

And say The Prayer of Faith. 
Every morning when from bed I rise 
I look out of the window when I open my eyes; 
I fold my hands and then I pray 
That God will give us a good day. 


—Stina Johnson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I get your magazine every month. I like it very 

much. My mother, father, sister, and I all read it. I like the story of ““The 

Invisible Chief.” Your puzzles keep me busy finding the answers to them. 

Praise the Lord for all he has given me. I shall say The Prayer of Faith for 
the other Wees.—Elmer A. Higgins. 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I read The Prayer of Faith 
morning and night. I like the puzzle page, too. At one time | did not like 
you, but now I love you.—Evangeline Johnson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have had two frames given me for Christmas. I 
have put my certificate in one and The Prayer of Faith in the other. The wart 
is leaving, but it has not quite gone yet. I had a party yesterday, and we had 
a most lovely time. I am trying to live up to the Booster object and to do better 
every day. A prayer from me to all the Boosters—Dinah Hartwell. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I like you very much. [I like all of your stories, but 
“The Fairies of Unity Forest’” and Home Tots are my favorites.—Joan Cave. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a new reader. I like this little book. I trust 
this little book to help me with my lessons in school. I like The Prayer of 
Faith and say it every night and morning.—Ruth E. Fruh. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI think you are a lovely little magazine. I think 
the Bible lessons and Busy Sunbeams are very interesting. I think that The 
Prayer of Faith is beautiful. Mother could not have given me anything better. 
—Véiolette B. Parke. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Ernest B. Winslow; Waneta Walmsley; Charlotte Mae Ruff; Gordon C. 
Miller; Anna A. Muller; Olive M. Child; Marjorie Dahms; Maud Dahms; 
Millicent Savage; Ruth J. Hoyt; Adeline Sacks; Ruby Pearl Dowell; Ira 
Inman; Anna May Jasper; Eunice Trew; May Belle Ford; Allene Ford; 
Orlando Kidwell; Frances Myers; Adriana Dennis; Norma Mount; Eloise 
Warner; Sabin S. Jones; Harold Waddill; Thomas M. Wold; Bronson Wold; 
Wilson A. Dean. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

Marie Ford, Hotel Hazelton, Stamford, Conn.; Dorothy May Nelson, 
box 94, Orange Cove, Calif.; Gordon C. Miller, box 102, Beaverton, Ore.; 
Marjorie Schrier, box 417, Unadilla, N. Y.; John Morton, 709 Anaheim st., 
Pittsburgh, Pa.; Virginia S. Hail, Sherwood, Ore.; G. Ceschi, 189 Main st., 
Roma hotel, Watsonville, Calif.; Eloise Warner, 2021 Bellevue ave., Los 
Angeles, Calif.; Frances Hart and Pearl Hart, 315 Rosewood, Aurora, IIl.; 
Jessie Edgerton, 231 Chauncey ave., West Lafayette, Ind.; Pearl Christian, 
1912 Clement st., San Francisco, Calif.; Laura Clack Douglas, 11 Donaldson 
st., Greenville, S. C. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 


Anita Ream: health for grandmother; Ruby Pearl Harris: school work 
and mother’s health; Christina G. Rossetti: school work (arithmetic) ; Dorothy 
and Doris Chandler: school work; Katherine Griggs: health, help to learn The 
Prayer of Faith; John Morton: father’s temper; Millicent Savage: to be a 
good girl and health for self and mother; Peggy Calvert: health; Vernon 
Johnson: better disposition in friend; Lillian P. Hills: school work; Ira Inman: 
brother to come home; Nichols Gerren: school work; Alice Savage: good to 
come; Rosetta Smith: health for aunt; G. Ceschi: pray for mother, aunt, and 
self; Bonnie Wade Markam: school work and other activities; Frances Hart: 
self and family; Roy Wilson, jr.: good memory, health for grandmother, and 
that uncle may become a Christian; Beatrice Epps: school work and control 
of temper; Helenmae and Eugene Bovee: to stop biting finger nails; Ivory 
Garrett: school work. 
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THE BIRDIES 


Octavia LouisE SHANKLIN (10 years) 
Viola, Iowa 


There is a birdie 

In a tree; he sings: 
“Twit, twit, twee! 

I love thee.” 


Another birdie in a tree sings: 
“Twit, twit, twee! 
God is our love, our need, our rest. 


We must thank him for the best.” 


HOW HAPPINESS CAME TO JEAN 
MarjoriE GouLp (13 years) 
Athol, Mass. 


Jean was sitting on the steps of an old-fashioned house in the 
country, thinking what a tiresome place it was. Her mother had left 
for the city because she was ill. As Jean sat there with an unhappy 
look on her face, she saw a girl who looked to be about her own age 
coming down the road. When this girl came nearer to Jean she stopped 
and asked: you Jean Hall >” 

““Yes,”’ was the answer. 

“T have come down to see you. Mother told me that you were 
here. Why do you look so troubled >” 

“Well,” said Jean, “you see I am lonesome. I think this place 
is horrid and I want to go back to the city.” 

“Why,” gasped the girl, “I think it is beautiful here. How can 
you say anything is horrid on this beautiful day >” 

“Because I can’t see what is beautiful,” said Jean. “Would you 
please tell me your name and what it is that is beautiful?” 
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“My name is Barbara Lawrence, and everything is beautiful 
because God made it. Look down on the green meadow sprinkled with 
buttercups and bordered with tall stately pines. Is that not beautiful >” 

A happy expression grew in Jean’s face and she said: “Why, it 
is lovely and I had not even noticed it.””. Then her face grew troubled 
again. “But, Barbara,” she said, “that is not all; my mother is very 
ill and I am worried about her.” : 

Barbara handed Jean a Wee Wisdom magazine which she had 
been holding, and said: “In this magazine you will find a prayer called 
The Prayer of Faith. If you will read this to your mother and say 
it yourself, I know that your mother will be cured.” 

Jean did as she was told and the next morning she met Barbara 
with a happy face. ‘Mother and I love to say the prayer, Barbara, 
and Mother says she feels much better. I am so glad that I have 
learned to trust God and have faith in him. Now come into the house 
with me, as Mother wants to meet you.” 

Two weeks later Jean and her mother and Barbara were sitting 
on the porch talking. 

“Barbara,” said Mrs. Hall, “I have learned much from you and 
your magazine. I am sure | don’t know how to thank you. If I had 
not said the prayer and had faith in God I[ should not have been 
cured. I am certain Jean will wish to stay here now.” 

“Yes, Mother, I am going to stay here and try to bring happiness 
to others in the way that it came to me.” 


A FOREIGN CHILD 
FREDERICK D. BoLMAN 


Leavenworth, Kan. 


I am a little foreign child, 

I’m so meek and I’m so mild. 

I wish I weren’t a foreign child, 
I want to romp and to be wild. 


A PRAYER 
JoHN PrRokopcHUK 
Pittsfield, Pa. 
Lord God, help me to be good this day. Help me to abide in 
you and your law; help me to be kind, patient, and true. Make all 
of the things that I affirmed in The Prayer of Faith, possible to me. 


Lord God, guide my way today; keep me in health, strength, and 
courage, and supply my every need. 
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HucuH Parapise (12 years) 
Great Falls, Mont. 


A tiny little pamphlet, 
Within which good things are stored 


For the reader to profit by, 
And wisdom good to hoard. 


We read and learn the Truth, 

And we know the right from wrong, 
So let us tell the rest of it 

In merry song. 


O LADY MOON 


W.R. McCase 
Flagstone, B. C., Can. 
O lady moon we love you so, 
When through the starry sky you go; 


How you know your course so well 
Across the sky, I cannot tell. 


I only know you come at night 

To send us down your feeble light, 
And He that can your secrets tell 
Does in the fragrant heavens dwell. 


PHYLLIS’ HAPPY DAY 


BARBARA BRITTAIN 
San Francisco, Calif. 


Phyllis’ father was very rich—but she was not happy. Her 
father, in trying to make her happy, had bought her every kind of 
plaything that he could think of, but even then she could not become 
contented. 

Finally, one day as she was driving along in her automobile, she 
saw some poor children playing in the road. She, feeling compassionate 
for them, threw them some of her toys that she had under the seat of 
the machine. When she saw their happy faces look up at her, she 
made up her mind to give them most of her toys. She did this and she 
felt very happy. This was Phyllis’ first really happy day. 


WEE WISDOM 27 


MY LETTER TO YOU 
Dear Wees: 


In this letter I must tell you some things about your letters to us. 

This is the first thing that I must tell you, and I trust that each one 
of you will remember it: 

Always sign your full name and address each time that vou 
write a Booster letter or send a story to the Young Authors depart- 
ment. Unless you do this we do not know how to enter your name in 
the Booster department or how to credit your story. 

This is the second thing that I must tell you, and I trust that 
each one of you will remember it: 

We cannot answer your Booster letters except through Wee 
Wisdom. We have our Booster pages and our Young Authors sec- 
tion, in which you may become acquainted with one another; as soon as 
your request for enrollment is received, we enter your name and send 
vou a card of membership. We always do the best that we can for 
you, and as promptly as possible, but we cannot answer Booster letters 
by writing letters. 

This is the third thing that I must tell you, and I trust that each 
one of you will remember it: 

We love to have you express the good that Wee Wisdom does 
for you and for your friends, but we are asking vou to tell us this in 
vour letters of demonstration. Do not tell us this in your stories for 
the Young Authors department. We are receiving so many stories 
about Wee Wisdom for this department that we have to omit many 
good ones. We need stories on many subjects, and not so many stories 
on one subject. 

This is the fourth thing that I must tell you, and I trust that each 
one of you will remember it: 

It is a great joy for me to receive letters from you; in some way 
I answer every one of them. Sometimes I must give a letter to one of 
the editors who will send you a booklet or a card as an answer. | am 
busy with my work on Wee Wisdom, and cannot write you personal 
letters, many times when I should very much like to do so. I am al- 
ways glad to hear from you, and please remember, even if you do not 
hear from me direct, that I love you as much as | possibly could love 
you, should I write you a letter of a hundred pages! 

You all wish to help us on Wee Wisdom, don’t you? Well, if 
you will remember to act on the points given in this letter, you will 
help greatly. Thanking you, and with much love, 


THE Epitor. 


i 
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Lessons Young Students 


IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


OUR PERFECT BROTHER; THE FRIEND 


A true friend is a great treasure, and a friend who always can help 
us, who always is ready to help us, whose love for us never fails, is the 
greatest treasure in life. Jesus Christ, our Perfect Brother, is such a 
friend as this. We can be sure of his presence, his willingness, and his 
ability to take care of us, whatever our need may be. 

In order to get the most out of our friendship with our Perfect 
Brother, we must be as true to him as he is to us. We must bring 
our happiness and our success to him as fully as we bring our un- 
happiness and failure to him. We can be as sure of him in glad mo- 
ments as we can in sad moments. We can learn of his love and faithful- 
ness to us through joy as well as through sorrow. In sharing all things 
with him we become his friends. 

When our Perfect Brother was on earth as a man, he was the 
friend of all. Some people did not understand him, and so did not 
know how to be his friend; but he understood every one and was 
a friend to every one. When we have come into the spirit of our Per- 
fect Brother, we find that we have a never-failing friendship for every 
person and everything. 

en he was on earth as a man, our Perfect Brother and the 
little children were especial friends. The sweetest mental picture that 
I have of him shows him sitting on a bench beneath a tree, and a little 
child standing close by him. He bends over the little one; his arms are 
about it, and the child’s forehead rests against the shoulder of the 
mighty, the gentle Christ. No words are spoken, but there is such com- 
munion as takes place in heaven. The sweet and innocent child, and 
the sweet and wise Son of God were so like each other in love and 
simplicity that he at one time told his listeners that the little ones al- 
ways see the face of God. 

Sometimes we think of our Perfect Brother as being so wrapped 
within himself that he lived alone in the silent places, kept himself aloof 
from others, and spent his hours in deepest reveries and prayers. And, 
he did pray much in the desert; he did go away by himself; but he 
also was a companion to those who knew and loved him. He had 
such sure contact with God that he did not have to spend all his time 
in the silences, and the greatest of all his messages to us is that we may 


become so conscious of God as the very life and being of us that we may 
say, as he said: ““The Father within me, he doeth his works.” 
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He often went to the homes of his friends and visited with them. 
He must have loved to be in the home of Lazarus and the sisters of 
Lazarus, Mary and Martha, for he frequently went there. He visited 
in the home of Peter, and was a companion as well as a teacher to his 
disciples and others. 

I love to think of the sweetness of his face as he tenderly spoke to 
the downhearted and as he encouragingly spoke to those whose mis- 
takes would bring the punishment of the law. When I remember 
his tender friendship for them, I better understand how great is his 
friendship for all the world today. 

One restful picture J have of him: I see him talking in sweetly 
earnest tones as he sits with friends on the flat housetop in the cool 
shades of evening, while the great stars above glow like heavenly torches 
kindled in his honor. 

One thrilling picture I have of him: I see him with just one other 
—a dearest and a most understanding friend—walking the banks of the 
Jordan, while the nightingale sings from the cedar and the silver moon 
touches the tops of the Judean hills with light. 

I have one encouraging picture of him: I see him walking the 
dry, hard pathways by which he traveled through heat and dust, 
from town to town, through wilderness, by boat upon the lake, where 
he was well received and where he was ill received, that by all these 
ways he might tell us of God’s friendship for us. 

When I see him in any of these pictures, I pray: 

“O Jesus Christ, my perfect friend, please teach me to be your 
perfect friend.” 

Through his friendship for all, the people of the world are be- 
coming better friends. ‘When all the world learns that by taking him 
for a friend we shall know how to be friends with God, there will be 
on earth nothing but peace and good will. 

Where there is nothing but peace and good will, there is heaven. 


When sailboats travel on the deep, 
They cannot move without a breeze, 


But in a boat like this I think 


That we can sail the seven seas. 
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For The Soit tle 


Mietures fdr Coloring, @dward Christman 


eatch 
a box 


Jack and Jill, carrying a basket of flowers, are out in the yellow sun- 
shine under a blue sky. Begin with splashes of very bright yellow on the 
daffodils. While that is drying, put some very light blue on the sky above 
the white clouds. Paint the distant grass light green, and the leaves and the 
stems of flowers, a bright, sunny green. Jack has brown hair; he wears a 
dark blue suit with white collar. Add a little blue to orange, for brown. 
Jill has golden brown hair and wears a soft pink dress. Basket and path- 
way are tan color, made by thinning brown with water and applying lightly. 
To a very light red add a little yellow, and paint the children’s faces and 
hands. While this color is moist drop a little red upon the cheeks. 

These pictures may be made a means by which to teach and amuse 
the children. The figures may be used as patterns to trace or to copy. 
Properly arranged, they make a handsome border or decoration. 
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Lesson 7, May 18, 1924. 


ISAIAH AND THE ASSYRIAN CRISIS.—Isa. 37:14, 21-23, 29, 
33-36. 


GoLDEN TEXT— 
God is our refuge and strength, 
A very present help in trouble. 
—Psalms 46:1. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


This lesson is one of the bright spots in the history of the Hebrew 
people, as it tells us of a time when their trust in God brought them a 
great victory. It reminds us of the times when our highest thoughts rule 
us and help us to overcome error ideas. 

The Assyrians, who had made slaves of the king and the people of 
Israel, and were now trying to capture the holy city of Jerusalem, are 
the thoughts in us that see only the things of the world. They are the 
thoughts that judge according to appearances, that boast of their greatness 
and of their power. 

Hezekiah means “the strength of Jehovah.” For some time he paid 
money and treasure to the Assyrian king because he feared the power of 
the great nation, Assyria. When the strength of Jehovah in us is partly 
hidden because of fear, we imagine that we have to give some of our 
treasures to keep peace with the things of the world. We feel that we 
can give up a part of our good to give way to our appetites and to our 
desire for outward show. 

But when the strength of Jehovah in us is fully awakened, it stops 
paying tribute to the sense man and calls upon God for protection. Then 
God keeps our enemies from us and gives us peace and longer life. If, to 
make our faith stronger, we need a sign that he is with us, he gives us a 
sign that we can understand, even to the working of a miracle, as he did 
for Hezekiah. 

It is well for us to remember that Hezekiah kept closely in touch with 
God’s prophet, Isaiah, who stands for the salvation of the Lord. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Of what does this lesson remind us ? 
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What are the Assyrians in us? 
What does Hezekiah mean? Isaiah? 
How do we pay tribute? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will depend only on the strength of Jehovah 
to shield me from harm. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I have no fear or thought of harm; 
The strength of God in me 
Protects and shields my every step, 
From error sets me free. 


Lesson 8, May 25, 1924. 


JEREMIAH AND THE BABYLONIAN CRISIS.—Jeremiah 
26:8-16. 


GoLDEN TEXT—Amend your ways and your doings, and obey the 
voice of Jehovah your God.—Jer. 26:13. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


One of the most helpful teachings that we get from the lesson today 
is the faithfulness of the prophet Jeremiah. In the midst of the wickedness 
of the people of Israel his words were like the still small voice within each 
one of us, which keeps telling us the ways of God even when our other 
thoughts are far from God. The still small voice comes from the spirit 
within us. It always speaks with wisdom and it sees far ahead and knows 
what will come about. Jeremiah told the people of Judah what would 
happen to them many years later if they did not change their ways, and 
what he told them came to pass. 

The peace that Judah enjoyed during the reign of the good king 
Josiah shows us that good comes to us when we leave our worship of 
strange gods and are true to the one Lord. We are told this truth many 
times, as the Hebrews were, and the voice of God within us will keep 
telling us until we all shall do his will. 

The voice within speaks to us in many ways. Sometimes it gives 
us its lesson in the form of a good thought; sometimes it comes to us in the 
words of parents or of teachers; sometimes it comes as a printed lesson; 
at other times we get the teaching by seeing the life or the actions of some 
one else. When Jeremiah’s words did not change the hearts of ‘the king and 
of the people, God had him write his teachings in a book to give to the king. 
The burning of this precious book by the king shows us how we may try to 
destroy the word of God in us when the thoughts that rule us are evil. 
But the Lord caused Jeremiah to write another book, as God’s teachings 
can never be lost. 
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LESSON QUESTIONS 
What helpful teaching do we get from this lesson? 
What does the reign of the good king Josiah teach us? 


Name some of the ways in which God’s teachings may come to us. 
Can God’s teachings be lost? 


Lesson THOUGHT—! shall be faithful in hearing and in giving out 
the word of God. 


MEMORY VERSE 


In face of all evil 

I'll hold to God’s word; 
In praising the Father 

My voice shall be heard. 


Lesson 9, JUNE 1, 1924. 
THE BABYLONIAN EXILE OF JUDAH.—II Chron. 36:11-21. 


GOLDEN TExtT—Righteousness exalteth a nation; 
But sin is a reproach to any people. 


—Prov. 14:34. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In this lesson we find our highest thoughts, the thoughts that are close 
to God, still telling us what God wants us to do, while our evil thoughts rule 
over our minds and do not heed the inner pleading. Jeremiah stands for 
our thoughts of God, and the evil kings of Judah are like the thoughts in us 
that look to the things around us for help, rather than to God. 

When we harden our hearts toward God, we become proud and we 
do not listen for God to tell us the way that we should go. We follow ideas 
which come to us from the people and the things about us, and we are 
not at peace with ourselves or with others. We may think that we are 
strong, but each day that we live in our evil way we become weaker. 

After a time our bodies and our affairs are so weakened that the error 
thoughts, which the armies of Babylon stand for, can easily overcome us. 
They destroy our treasures, such as health and happiness and freedom, 
and they leave us in fear and in bondage. The burning of the temple, the 
holy place of God, teaches us the cruelty of our error thoughts toward the 
things of God. Our bodies are temples of God, and they are burned 
by sickness or disease when we let evil capture us and make us prisoners. 

We must remember that God does not send evil upon us. It can come 
to us only when we have let ourselves become weak because of our sins. 
Often a long time goes by before we learn how weak we have become 
because of our wickedness. Several hundred years passed by before the 
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kingdom of Israel was scattered. During all that time God’s prophets were 
busy trying to make the people see the right, just as our good thoughts are 
always trying to lead us closer to God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What happens when we harden our hearts toward God? 
What do our error thoughts do when we become weak? 
What does the burning of the temple teach us? 

Does God send evil upon us? How does it come? 


Lesson THOUGHT—Only that which comes from God can rule my 
thoughts. 


MEMORY VERSE 


My heart is like a kingdom vast 
Where God is throned as king; 

He keeps me whole and well supplied 
With every goodly thing. 


Lesson 10, JUNE 8, 1924. 
EZEKIEL ENCOURAGES THE EXILES.—Ezek. 34:11-16, 25, 26. 


GoLDEN TEXT—!/ will seek that which was lost, and will bring back 
that which was driven away.—Ezek. 34:16. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 
Ezekiel means “God strengthens.” He stands for the highest thought 


of good in us that comes to comfort us when our other thoughts become 
scattered and lost in evil ways. 

Many times in the Bible sheep are used to represent our spiritual 
thoughts; the children of Israel also stand for these thoughts in us. Our 
thinking needs to be led, and often we trust it to the guidance of thoughts 
that are selfish. The kings of Israel and Judah stand for the ruling thoughts 
in us. Most of the kings who ruled in the time about which we are study- 
ing were men who thought more of their own pleasures than of the good of 
the people. It was because of the leading of these kings that evil came 
upon the kingdom. 

When our thoughts have wandered far away from God, others may 
laugh at us and mock us, as the Babylonians mocked the children of Judah 
by asking them to sing their old songs. But our hearts are cast down and 
we do not feel like trying to be happy. Only one thing can lift us out of our 
sorrow in such times: That is to know that God still loves us. 

The words which Ezekiel spoke to his people give a beautiful lesson to 
teach us the great love and mercy that God has for us. We could not ask 
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for more tender care than a loving shepherd would give to his sheep. Even 
though our good thoughts may have become scattered and lost, God is ready 
to lead them back to him, to feed them, to make the weak strong, and to 
heal the sick. 

Our part is to follow no leader but God, to turn our minds away from 
the things about us, and to keep our minds ruled by thoughts of life and of 
plenty and of happiness. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does Ezekiel mean? 
Name two things in the Bible that stand for our spiritua] thoughts. 


What kind of care does God want to give us? 
Who should be our only shepherd? 


Lesson THOUGHT—The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want. 


MEMORY VERSE 


My only shepherd is the Lord. 
He gives me tender care; 

I find him close within my heart, 
My every joy to share. 


God cares for me in all my 
ways; 

His love makes happy all my 
days. 


| 
| 
Dia 9° Anazs > ©) 
BLESSING 


36 WEE WISDOM 


CORNER 


WILD ROSE PHILOSOPHY 


One May afternoon a boy and a dog shuffled along through the 
clean, white grit between the railroad tracks. The brown eyes of the 
boy searched the high banks on each side for the first wild rose. The 
dog, a half grown pup that appeared to be mostly feet, ran here and 
there searching importantly for anything at all. 

Over the rise just in front of them appeared a travel-worn figure. 

“A tramp,” thought the boy, and felt a bit uneasy. “I’m too 
big to run,”” he reminded himself, “‘and besides, tramps are only peo- 
ple.” He strolled ahead, the dog barking valiantly from behind his 
master. Ass they were about to pass the rather grimy traveler, the 
man paused, and, with an unerring knowledge of boys, asked: “Son, 
what kind of dog is that?” 

““He’s part Airedale and part collie,” answered the boy, now 
quite at ease. “He'll make a fine dog when he grows up.” 

“He looks it,”” agreed the man seriously, “and, from the size of his 
feet, I judge that he will do some growing. Were you going to town?” 

““No, we were just looking for wild roses. They grow along the 
banks about this time of year.” 

“T did not see any in that direction,” said the traveler. “‘Perhaps 
if you walk along with me we will find some.” 

So the man and the boy swung along together. Sometimes the 
dog trotted soberly behind, sometimes he made the grit fly as he raced 
after i imaginary game. 

“Funny about the wild roses,” said the man, musingly. “Here they 
are growing, hidden from the highway. Very few people pass this 
way, except those in trains—and they go too fast to see the flowers. 
If roses were like some people, now, they might think: “What is the 
use of blooming, with nobody much to see?’ Of course they wouldn’t 
count the tramps,” and the man looked mischievously at the boy. 

“Oh! that was before I knew you,” the boy protested, and then 
reddened to find that he had exposed his thoughts. 
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The man laughed. “For today, at least, I am a tramp,” he said, 
that’s all right.” 

““You were talking about the roses,” said the boy, ““and how they 
bloom.” 

“Oh, yes, and they do bloom as beautifully as though there 
were thousands to see them. There are some roses on that bank with 
only you and me to note their delicate coloring.” 

After scrambling up the bank they found a nest of tight pink buds, 
with here and there a flower which had unfolded to the soft touch of 
the wind and the sun. 

“They do their work,” said the man, “and live their lives to the 
fullest, wherever they happen to be. They evidently waste no time 
thinking: ‘If I had a place where I would show to good advantage 
and be appreciated, I could become beautiful, but it is of no use here.’ 
I know they do not think that way, because, if they did, they would 
shrivel and dry up without ever blossoming. Such thoughts are very 
drying. I have seen people literally drying up because they felt that it 
wasn’t worth while blossoming where they were. 

‘Then there are others like that dull fellow there,’ and the man 
pointed to a terrapin, clumsily crawling over the tracks. “He thinks, 
no doubt, that food will be more plentiful, and easier to procure, on the 
other side. The fact is, so far as I can see, that the fields on both sides 
of the track are equally green. If he would spend as much energy 
searching for food as he spends traveling, he would be fat and contented 
on his own side. Many people fail to remember that happiness and 
success are to be found, not on the outside, but within. The wild rose 
is as lovely on the right of way as it would be in a garden.” 

“‘And much more useful,” added the boy, “for Daddy says they 
keep the soil from washing down on the tracks.” 

““Good for you, Son! So you see that no matter where we are, 
we can always find work and joy.” 

They walked quietly in the gathering dusk, until they came to 
a road crossing the tracks. 

“This is the home lane,” said the boy, as the dog raced madly 
down the road. “‘I’ll tell Mother what you said about the roses, be- 
cause she calls them spiritual flowers, and says they always make her 
want to hush and listen.” 

“T will remember that,” smiled the man, “‘for it is a fine, wise 
thing, in troublous times, to hush and listen.” 

He waved good-by and walked away into the twilight; the boy 
ran down the lane to the white gate. 

“Mother,” he said, as he kissed her, “‘we had a fine walk. And, 


do you know, I believe God really is everywhere—even in tramps.” 
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Did you know that one of our most common wild flowers is not 
a native of North America, but an immigrant from Europe? It has 
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extended its range from the Atlantic to the Pacific. It gets its name 
from its jagged leaves. You buy its leaves on the market in the spring 
for food. All parts of it contain a bitter milky juice which flows freely 
whenever the plant is broken. If you will take your pencil and draw 
a line from dot one to dot two, and so on, you will soon complete a 
picture of this wild flower. 


WORD PUZZLE 


A long strip of leather. 

The organ of hearing. 

The possessive pronoun, first person singular. 

The possessive pronoun, first person plural. 

Write in one line the four words described above. Then see how 
many words of three or four syllables you can find in the letters of the 
four words, using the letters in the order in which they come. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick ; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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Wee Wisdom's Way 
The Garden, the Gate, and the Key 
Wee Wisdom Picture Book, Vol. I 
Wee Wisdom Picture Book, Vol. I]. eee 
Wee Wisdom Picture Book, Vol. III 
Love's Roses 
Treasure Box 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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CORA M.-V. PREBBLE 


Little pansy people, 
In your velvet hoods, 
Won't you tell me where you 


Buy your pretty goods? 


Crimson, yellow, purple, 
Richest royal hue; 
Brown and tan and orchid 


And a sapphire blue. 


How I'd like to purchase 
Lots of lovely things 


Made of velvet like a 
Butterfly’s soft wings. 
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THE FROGS 


Last night the frogs sang for us. 

Daddy, Mother, Buddy, and I went 
out on the porch to listen to them. 
Daddy said that he likes frog music 
better than he does some of the music 
that comes over the radio. 

Today Buddy said that he and I 
would go down to the pond and study 
the frogs. I asked him if he meant 
study their music, as Cousin Ann 
studies music with Miss Eda. But 
Buddy said that we would watch the 
frogs and see what they do. 

We lay down on the grass close to 
the water. We kept still, so that the 
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frogs would not know that we were 
there. 

After a little while Buddy whispered 
that there was a frog close by a rock, 
out a little way in the water. Then! 
saw it, too. 

It was a large frog. We could see 
spots on its back. It had large eyes, and 
Buddy said that they made the frog 
look wise. 

While we were looking at it, the 
frog gave a kick and swam off in the 
water. 

I am glad that I have learned some- 
thing about frogs. 
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“All cats are economical,” 
Said little Hansel Zenn; 

They do not wash before they eat, 
Then afterward again. 


oe 


“Tf boys could wash just afterward, 
The way a cat will do, 

‘Twould save a lot of water 
And soap, and towels, too.” 


Cats 
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Few boys are economical,” 
His father then replied. 

“To see my son show signs of thrift 
Does fill my heart with pride; 


“But with so much water by us 
In this canal and that, 
I do not think you'll be obliged 


To save as does the cat.” 


ny 

(a 


Generous 


Los: 


Although the day seems 
rather wet, 
The three we see 
here do not care; 
They keep the water 
from themselves 
To give the ground 


its share. 
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BLANCHE 


My heart has gone adancing 
In fields of daisies gay; 

It calls my feet to travel 
The winding country way. 


Why hearts should go aprancing, 
When feet in school must stay— 
A question to unravel— 
Perhaps, because ‘tis May. 
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Like dew hung buds, 
Pure thoughts I take 


Into my mind 


When I awake. 


As buds unfold 
To greet the day, : 

So I am led : 
To find God's way. 


The daisies close 
Their petals tight— 

I sleep and trust ~~ 

The Good, all night. . 
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